
The Tragedie 
And called it Ruge-mount,at which name /flatted, 
Becaufea Bud of /reland told me once, 

/ ihoald not liuc long alter / favv Richmond. 

Sue , My Lord. 

King. 1, wha’saclokcf 

Buc. 1 am thus bold to put your grace in minde 
Of what you promifde me. 

King. /^ell^but whats adokei 

Buc. Vpon the ft roke of ten. 

King. Wclljletitftrike. 

Bhc. Why let it ftrike ? 

iT^.Becaufethatlike a /acke thou keepeft theftroke 

Betwixt thy begging and my meditation, 

/am not in the giuing vaine to day. 

Hue. Why then refoluc me whether you will or no* 

AT,Tut,tut,thou troublcft me, I am not in the Vaine. Sxii. 

Buc.. Is iteuen fo ? rewards he my trueferuicc 
With fuch deepeconrempr,made / him king for this i 
O let me thinke on Haftings,and be gone 
T o Brccnock, while my fearefull head is on, _ Exit. 

Enter Sir Fr encu Tirrtll. 

Tir. The tyrannous and bloody deed is done, . 

The moft arch a<ft of pitteous maflacre, 

Thateuer yet this land was guiltieof, 

Dighton and Forreft whom / did fubborne 
Todothisruthfullpeecc of butcher)', 

Although they were fleflyt villaines,bloody dogs, 
Melting with tendernefle and kind compaftton, 

Wept like two children in their death fad ftories: 

Loc thus quoth Dighton laic thofe tender babes, 

T hus, thus quoth Forreft girdling one another 
Within their innocent alablaftcr armes, 

Their lips like foure red Rofes on a ftalke. 

Which in their fommer beautie kift each other, 

A booke of praiers on their pillow laic, 

Which once quoth Forreft almoft changd my minde, 
Hat O the diucll : there the villaine ftopt, 

Whilft Dighton thus toldon vvefmothocd 

•.The 



of Richard the Third. 

The mod replcniflicd fweet worke of nature, 

That from the prime creation euer he framed, 

They could not fpeakc,and fo I left them both, 

To bring this tydingsto the bloody king.. 

Enter king Richard. 

And here he comes. Ail haile my foucraigneliege.' 

Mm, Kind T irrcll,am / happy in thy newes i 
jVr. /fto haue done the thing you gaue in charge 
5cgct your happincftcibe happie then, 

For itis done my Lord, 
ling. But didft thou fee them dead i 
itr. I did my Lord, 

King. And buried gentle Tirrell i 
Tir The Chaplaine of the Tower hath buried them: 
Jut how, or in what place / do not know. 

King. Come to me Tirrcll foonc at after fupper. 

And thou lhalt tell the procc fTe of their death, 

Meane time but thinke how I may dothee good. 

And be inheritor of thy dedre. Exit TitreU { 

Farewell till foonc. 

Thefonne of Clarence haue I pent Vp dole, 

His daughter meanly haue / matcht in marriage. 

The fonnes of Edward flecpe in Abrahams bofomc. 
And Anne my wife hath bid the world goodnight/ 

Now for I know the Brittaine Richmond aimes 
Atyeng Elizabeth my brothers daughter. 

And by that knot lookes proudly ore the crowne. 

To her 1 goc a iolly thriuing wooer. Enter Catetby 

Cat. My Lord. 

JTw.GooJ newts or bad, that thou coratft in fo bluntly 
Cat, Bad newts my Lord, £/)•!$ fled to Richmond, 
And Buckingham backt with the hardy Welchmen 
Is in the fitldjand ftill his power enercafeth. 

Kin, Ely with Richmond troubles me more nearc 
Then Buckingham and his rafh leuied army 5 
Com e,/ haue heard that fearftill commenting, 

A leaden feruitor to dull delay, 

Delay leads impotent arid fnaslc-pact beggery, 
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